GEFRIN

work for the honey

another bitter morning, freezing and worn,
my get is broken, my go is gone,
looking for reasons, but there's none,
only wild horses can move me on..

work for the money, work for the sum,
work for the money then the money is gone..
work for the honey, work in the sun,
work to get the honey then the honey is gone..

another long afternoon digging holes,
mixing concrete and setting poles,
my back is acheing, these legs have gone,
my hands are shaking but i carry on..

work for the money, work for the sum,
work for the money then the money is gone..
work for the honey, work in the sun,
work to get the honey then the honey is gone..

i do'nt ask any questions, i just knuckle down,
many wild horses.. turn around,
there's no point in fighting,
because they grind you down,
more time wasted and less time found..

work for the money, work for the sum,
work for the money then the money is gone..
work for the honey, work in the sun,
work to get the honey then the honey is gone.
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